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'Come,' Sebastian said. cWe will go down and get the dress,
and I will wash out your foot. I think we will have coffee, too.
I want coffee. Von Brandt had good coffee. I forgot my
breakfast.5 He picked up his rifle.
Wilson followed him to the car: Bentinck dead: von Brandt
dead: a gorilla dead: the war had come. The picture was
changing quickly... a play. The curtain of the second act
was going up. Lift home. Fve got the car...
Sebastian drove them to the house. He shouted to von
Brandt's servants, 'Bring food, bring coffee. The Fascist is
dead.'
Maria exchanged Sebastian's shirt for her yellow dress and
joined them. The place was in an uproar, everyone talking,
Sebastian shouting for food. Maria, flaunting her yellow taf-
feta, gesticulating.
cHis boys are glad he is dead,' Sebastian said. He banged on
the table with his fist. cNow food and coffee. Mother of God,
bring food!' he shouted. While they waited, he examined
everything... the collection of whips... the S.S. uniform.
In von Brandt's bedroom they found a box of detonators
and some lengths of fuse. They excited Sebastian. It ap-
peared that he understood explosives. He had worked with
them in Spain.
cYou see, Wilson,' he said, cwhat a good deed we have done.
A good man does not have engines of destruction in his home.
A good man does not seduce innocent maidens...'
Here was proof that Bentinck had known what he was talk-
ing about. Sebastian, with Maria on his knee, was fitting a
length of fuse into a detonator and clamping it with his teeth.
*If we could find the explosives, we could blow something up/
he said... 'I should like to blow something up again.9
It was a good thing they could not find explosives. Wilson
did not feel that Sebastian in his present state of elation was
to be trusted with demolitions.